LETTERS TO HIS CHILDREN

ton, and Ensign Hamner of the Sylph. They
wrestle, shoot, swim, play tennis, and go off on
long expeditions in the boats. Quenty-quee has
cast off the trammels of the nursery and become
a most active and fearless though very good-
tempered little boy. Really the children do have
an ideal time out here, and it is an ideal place
for them. The three sets of cousins are always
together. I am rather disconcerted by the fact
that they persist in regarding me as a playmate.
This afternoon, for instance, was rainy, and all
of them from George, Ted, Lorraine and Ethel
down to Archibald, Nicholas and Quentin, with
the addition of Aleck Russell and Ensign Ham-
ner, came to get me to play with them in the
old barn* They plead so hard that I finally
gave in, but upon my word, I hardly knew whether
it was quite right for the President to be engaged
in such wild romping as the next two hours saw.
The bam is filled with hay, and of course meets
every requirement for the most active species of
hide-and-seek and the like. Quentin enjoyed the
game as much as any one, and would jump down